THE   CHILDREN'S   OMNIBUS

from the forest danced about, whipped by the winds,
whilst above all was a cold leaden colour. The crows
sat in the hedge and cried, "Caw! caw!" with sheer
cold. It makes one shiver to think of it. The poor
outcast was anything but happy.

One frosty evening, when the sun began to set, a
quantity of magnificent large birds swept past, and the
ugly, green-grey youngster thought he had never seen
anything so beautiful. Their spotless plumage shone
like driven snow, and they uttered a cry, half singing,
half whistling, as they rose higher and higher in their
flight towards more extensive lakes. A strange
sensation came over the poor young Duck, and he
turned round and round like a top, and stretching out
his neck after the departing birds, gave a cry, for the
first time in his life, so loud and shrill that he was
frightened at it himself. When they quite disappeared
from his sight, he suddenly dived down to the bottom
of the water, and when he rose again was as if beside
himself. From that moment, never could he forget
those beautiful, happy birds; he did not know that
they were called swans, nor where they were flying
to, bult he loved them as he had never loved anything
before. He did not envy them in the least, for how
could it ever enter his head to wish himself so
splendid and beautiful? .He would have been con-
tented to live among the stupid ducks, if they would
but have left him in peace, a neglected, ugly thing.

The winter grew so bitterly cold that the poor

142